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THE BOOK OF DAYS 

Another Book of Days has come to me. 
What story shall its pages fair reveal 
When this New Year hath ceased at last 

to be, 
And Time hath turned again his whirring 

wheel?" 

May every day tell of some goodly deed 
Of kindness for my fellowmen fulfilled, 
Of thoughtfulness for them that stand in 

need, 
With faith and ready charity instilled. 

May ne'er a blot its virgin whiteness mar, 
No faithless thought appear in any line, 
And steadfast as some everlasting star 
May love eternal through its pages shine. 



THE PRICE 



That " all men have their price," a Cynic 

saith, 
And it is true, but not a price in gold. 
Some sell themselves for love, and some for 

FAITH, 

And some tor HELPFULNESS themselves have 
sold. 

Who sells himself for dross 

Wins but a meed of loss, 
But he who barters all his heart and mind, 
To ease a Sorrow, or some deed in kind. 
Hath got a worthy price in man's good-will 
That serves him best in days of his own ill. 
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IN WORKING DRESS 

This cheerless garb, so drab and dreai 
In which old Winter doth appear 
Is Nature's working-garment gray 
In which she labors day by day 
Preparing for the Gifts of May, 
When Spring the blest 
All gaily dressed, 
And full of mirth, 
Shall make her debut on the earth. 
Who hath the eye and ear 
E'en now can see and hear 
Her happy Elfin throng 
Rehearsing all day long 
The paeans they will sing 
In honor of the new-born Spring 1 
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WHEN DOUBT APPEARS 

When Doubt comes over you and Faith 
grows dim, 
And Miracles are needed to retrieve 
Your Spirit from misgivings dark and grim, 
And give new strength to that which you 
believe, 



- North, South, or East or 



Gaze anywhei 
West- 

On leafy trees, or on some lofty height; 
On solitudes where all things speak of rest, 

Or on the noisy marts by day or night. 

Look on the Rose, or on the winter skies; 
On harvests sprung from the minutest 
seed; 
Look deep into some loving mortal's eyes — 
And Miracles you '11 find to serve your 
need. 
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Down in the darkness of the earth, 
In regions void of joy and mirth, 

A seed will rest, 
By seeming hopelessness of light, 
By seeming blackness of the night, 
Possessed. 

And then from out the wintry grip 
All on a sudden it will slip 

In Springtime hours 
To make on some glad day in May 
The prospect beautifully gay 
With flowers. 

So in my wintry cares I I know, 
Despite the chill of present woe 

That holds me fast, 
I 'm but an earth-bound seed, and I 
Shall find the dawn of victory 
At last ! 
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SWIMMERS ALL 

Life 's a sea, and we 're all swimmin', 
Boys and girls, and men and women. 
Tempests rage, and skies are clouded, 
In a black mist oft enshrouded; 
Water 's deep, and waves are towerin', 
Current's sometimes overpowerin' ; 
Hard to fight 'em single-handed, 
And sometimes perhaps we're stranded; 
But somewhere, the voyage ended, 
Waits a harbor fair and splendid, 
Holding peace and rest to free 
All the swimmers of the sea. 






CHEER UPl 

Are you moaning o'er your lot 
'Cause of things you haven't got? 
Well, look here — I've made a list 
Of the things perhaps you 've missed: 
Motor car stucli in the mud 
With a dull and sickening thud; 
Three months note come due to-day; 
Tax-bill overdue to pay; 
Patent leather shoes so tight 
You can't tell the left from right; 
Measles, mumps, and oh, the gout ! 
Stomach slowly giving out; 
Vermiform appendix all 
Ready for the Doctor's call; 
And a thousand other knocks 
Straight from old Pandora's box ! 
Think of these a little while, 
And it may be you will smile 
As you contemplate your lot, 
And the things you haven't got I 








THE WITTY MAN 

" Brevity's the soul of wit! " 

So the Sages do report, 
Which is why I smiling sit 

When my purse is running " 
He that laughs at poverty 
Hath a wit that pleaseth mc. 
'T is the sort beyond a doubt 
That some day will help him outl 
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HELD FAST 

There is a chap whose high regard 

I 'm always going to keep. 
I do not care a jot how hard 

Or rough the path, or steep, 
As long as he believes I 'm right 

I 'II keep straight on the way 
Despite the critics who delight 

To harry and to flay. 

For if I lose that chap's respect 

No matter what I do, 
My life will be completely wrecked, 

And covered o'er with rue. 
No praise of others could atone 

The loss of his acclaim, 
And e'en the honors of a throne 

Would hide a tinsel name. 

Who is he ? Well, 'twixt you and me 
He is the chap I daily see 
O' mornings when it comes to pass 
I glance into my looking-glass. 



MONEY 

Money comes, and money goes. 
Where it goes to, goodness knows; 
Feeds us, clothes us, pays the rent; 
Sometimes borrowed, often lent; 
Makes a pleasant, jingly sound; 
Rather nice to have around. 
But it never kept a friend! 
Broken hearts 't will never mend. 
As a substitute for Right 
Frequently it heaves In sight; 
But it is a substitute 
That holds mighty bitter fruit. 
Misers hoard it; tyrants rule 
When they use it for a tool; 
And for want of it the roar 
Of the Wolf comes to the door. 

I will take all I can get 
Since it holds me free of debt., 
I 'II respect it for its power 
To relieve some pressing hour, 
But for worship — well, for me 
God forbid that that should be! 
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THE BETTER PLAN 

Some men make memoranda of their foes, 
The names of folks they 'd like to give the 
hook; 
But as for me, along with other woes 
I hold their names, and let my grouches doze, 
Hid in a small " Forgetterandum Book." 

The world 's been blest no doubt by mem- 
ories. 

But when the things remembered fail to 
please, 

Than Memory o'er strong, 't were truly 
better 

Were we to cultivate a good Foi^etter! 






OVER YONDER 

Over yonder, over yonder, 

See the toiling millions wander 

Seeking prizes rare! 
See them in the depths of worry, 
In the hurry and the flurry 

Overcome by care! 

Over yonder, over yonder — 
Is it all worth while, I ponder, 

As I 'm sitting here 
In the midst of fruitful labors, 
With the love of all my neighbors 

Filling me with cheer? 

Over yonder, over yonder — 
Is it best to go? I wonder I 

Golden is its lure, 
But with all its dangers lurking 
Would I not be rather working 
Where Love is secure? 
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GARDENING 



Have you got a garden where you gather 

wealth 
Of the kind that comes from an abundant 

health? 
There are other gardens full of human plants 
Waiting for the worker looking for a chance ! 

Do you weed your garden, freeing it of woe 
That the tender blossoms may more freely 

grow? 
There are human blossoms choking mid the 

weeds 
Of the stress of sorrow, and their daily 

needs I 



In the human garden — that 's the place to 

work I 
That 's the place where dangers to the 

flowers lurk! 
In the city byways, in the slums of dole, 
Where there might be sprouting roses of the 

soul I 
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IN SORRY PLIGHT 

To owe nobody anything ? Well, that is not 
for me ! 
'T would take away, I rather fear, quite 
half the joy of life. 
I like to think of all the debts in loving 
sympathy 
I owe to those whose tenderness has eased 
me of my strife. 

It brings a glow into my heart to think of all 
I owe 
To sturdy friends, who, when amid the 
cares of life I grope, 
Refresh me with their precious stores of love 
to kill my woe. 
And for the sting of sorrow substitute the 
sweets of hope. 

He is indeed in friendless plight who hath no 

creditor 
And does not know the joyous task of paying 

oR the score I 
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THE VACANT CHAIR 

Have you a vacant chair 

Somewhere? 
Let it be filled by Memory 

With visions fair 
Of scenes that used to be. 
Within its soft embrace 

Once more retrace 
The well-beloved form of one 
To other realms passed on- 
Live o'er again the happy hours 
That strew your yesterdays like flowers 

Along a sunlit way 
That neither wither nor decay, 

And bless that vacant chair 
For standing there I 
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THE JOY OF GIVING 

Who 's never known the joy of giving 
Has never known the bliss of living. 
It matters not the style of gift; 
A bit of gold to ease some shift, 
Or just a smile, a sunny rift 
Of sympathy, some care to lift 

From shoulders worn and bending; 
Some little act befriending; 
A gentle whack 
Upon the back 
To hearten up some troubled wight 
Whose steps have wandered from the light; 
These all are gifts well worth the giving 
For those who seek the joy of living. 
Just go some day 
Upon the quiet 
Out on the way 

My friend, and try it I 
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AN OBSERVATION 

I 've noticed m getting along on the track, 
In seeking life's laurels and premiums high, 

A man can do more with a slap on the back 
Than ever he does with a punch on the eye. 

It makes little matter the style of the cribs 

You set* out to crack in the face of your 

foes; 

More prizes will come from a dig in the ribs 

Than ever were won by a whack on the 

nose. 



In public, in private, whatever your field, 
Wherever you labor, in hamlets or towns, 

A far richer profit life's harvests will yield 
To mortals whose smilings outnumber 
their frowns. 






A DECLARATION 

To-day they say 

Is Independence Day, 
And I for one am going to celebrate 
With declarations of my free estate 

From tyrannies I hate: 
I 'm going to throw off evil passion's yoke, 
And join the ranks of those untrammeled folk 
Who 've freed themselves from fear and use- 
less care, 
From slavish selfishness ; and loosed the snare 
Of captiousness, suspicion, cynic sneers; 
Of pessimistic jibes and scornful jeers, 

A Freeman henceforth 1, 

Beneath a smiling sky 
That sings of love, and hope, and confidence 
In all men's good intent and God's benefi- 
cence I 



THE EVER-NEW 

It may be there 's nothing new under the sun. 
It may be the great deeds are all of them 

done. 
But nevertheless there is plenty to do 
In making the old things all over anew — 
To bring a new strength to the arm of the 

weak; 
To bring a new warmth to the heart that Is 

bleak; 
To bring a new outlook to those in despair; 
To bring a new joy to the spirit in care; 
To bring a new dawn to those shrouded in 

night; 
To bring a new faith to souls lost to the 

light — 
Were deeds quite as great as the deeds that 

were done 
When something lay new In the path of the 

sun, 
And, old tho' they be, are as fair to achieve 
As ever the love Adam offered to Eve! 



LEND A HAND 



If you cannot lend a dollar to some chap who 
cannot pay, 

If you cannot place a quarter or a dime at his 
command, 

You can help him meet his troubles in a very 
simple way: 

Lend a handl Lend a hand! 

If he 's trembling on the verges of some 
moral precipice, 

Or is facing some temptation you are sure he 
can't withstand, 

There 's a loan perhaps will save him from 
his ruin, and it 's this: 

Lend a hand! Lend a handl 

Or perhaps he 's gone the limit, and is hope- 
less in his dole — 

Down and out, a moral wreck amid the drift- 
wood of the strand — 

It is then his need is greatest — for the com- 
fort of his soul, 

Lend a handl Lend a handl 



A LITTLE CHAT 

' Said I to Myself: " I can't believe 
The thing I can't understand! " 
" Hold on," said Mysalf, " and by your 

leave 
Let's take this matter in hand: 
Do you understand how the sun became 
A daily torch full of luminous flame 
To lead the old world from the depths of 

night 
Out into a glorious realm of light? 
Do you understand whence the stars were 

borne ? 
From out of what void the world was torn, 
Or whither it goes on its whirling race 
Through the uttermost lengths of an endless 

space? 
Do you comprehend in the smallest part 
The fathomless depths of a woman's 
heart — " 
" Hold on! " cried I to Myself. " Hold 



My faith 's returned, and my doubt 
gone I " 
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THE TREE 



I rather like a tree 
For company. 
It gives me all It has to give: 
The comfort of its shade, and helps me live 
Contented with my lot 
In just that spot 
Where circumstance decrees that I remain; 

And makes it plain 
That growth does not depend on change of 

scene, 
But on a temper, sturdy and serene, 
To make the best of things that lie 
Nearby; 
My goal not fixed, but ever upward to 
The glorious and everlasting blue. 
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THE LITTLE SONG 

When trouble came and skies were drear, 
Although his soul was filled with fear, 
His heart within would softly croon 
A sort of cheerful little tune: 

Tara-diddle, tara-diddle, tara-diddle-deec. 



No matter what the trouble there 
It helped him over his despair — 
That little song within his heart, 
Devoid though It might be of arf : 

Tara-diddle, tara-diddle, tara-diddle-deee. 

" No man," quoth he, " can really mope 

And find himself bereft of hope, 

If only as he walks along 

He'll hum that simple little song: 

Tara-diddle, tara-diddle, tara-diddlc-deee." 

So all together 1 Let it ring I 
Join in the chorus, all, and sing. 
Start with a will each new-born day 
With this, his care-dispelling lay: 

Tara-diddle, tara-diddle, tara-diddlc-deee. 
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WEALTH 

I dreamed last night that I had stores of 

gold untold, 
And toward my fcllow-men turned mien so 

cold 
They fled away, and left me to myself 
In a forlorn enjoyment of my pelf; 
And 'stead of joy amid that golden dower 
I found the prospect drab, and chill, and 

sour. 
I came to hate the dross, and when the dawn 
Awoke me, I rejoiced to find it gone, 
And in its place the truest kind of wealth: 
The love of all my neighbors and good 

health. 
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AUGUST 

Now comes a span of rare delights 
In gracious, star-eyed, summer nights, 
And tropic days that lure us far 
From where the busy markets are, 
And bid us joy in earth and sky, 
With all the gifts of Nature nigh: 
The woodlands peaceful, leafy lanes, 
The meadows lush with ripening grains; 
The music of the laughing rills. 
The noble beauty of the hills; 
The heavens blue, the silky air, 
And rest apart from scenes of care. 



MY SERVITORS 



When so the sun shines on my way 
And warms my path through all the day, 
Or when some tree with grateful shade 
Its service at my feet hath laid ; 
Or when some river bears me on 
Into some harbor, and anon 
The moon and stars come forth at night 
To furnish me with needed light, 
And as in dreams at rest I lie 
Some zephyr sings its lullaby — 
What just complaint can mine e'er be * 
With such attendants serving me? 
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SINGING SWEET 

The birds are singing In the wood 
Because they feel that life Is good, 
And not a hint of care or wrong 
Disturbs the sweetness of their song, 
Though cares and wrongs they doubtless find, 
Each one according to his kind. 

For me, as on my way I plod 
Through wooded paths that must be trod 
With distant prizes to be won 
Beyond the glow of setting sun, 
Despite the vast perplexities 
That everywhere one looks one sees, 
'Spite heavy heart, and leaden feet, 
May I too keep my singing sweet 1 
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THE FRIEND UNCHANGEABLE 

Long years ago when I was but a lad, 
Once hurt and suflfering, in spirit sad, 
I chose for friend a star up in- the blue 
And in its kindly smile forgot my rue. 
The years have passed and friends have come 
and gone. 

I Vc tasted joy, and passed through seasons 

wan. 
Things counted on have failed me, and in 

tears 
I 've tried to drown my sorrows and my 

fears. 

But all the while, in happiness or pain; 
In moments of success, or efforts vain, 
That kindly star, unchangeable as truth, 
Has stood my friend, as in the days of youth. 
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REJUVENATION 

To rise at dawn with no one else about; 
To tip-toe slyly off, all bare of shoes; 
To make the wood re-echo with my shout; 
To wade the meadows lush with dripping 

dews; 
To plunge head first into some limpid pool; 
To lie upon some bank and scan the skies, 
Rejoicing Jn the early breezes cool, 
Forgetting all but what around me lies — 
In short, to leave behind the stress and care 
Of worldly complications with their pain. 
And spurred to song by drafts of morning air 
Just for a time become a boy again I 

Ah, what a plan In seasons of distress 
To ease the soul of all its weariness. 
And send it back into the busy mart 
Renewed in living strength to do its part. 
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MY FRIEND 

When from the skies the rain torrential 

drops, 
My friend remarks: " Fine weather for the 

crops ! " 

When from the East a chill wind loudly 
roars, 

He smiles and says: " Fine day to stay in- 
doors! " 

When from the sun the heat streams fer- 
vently, 
Says he; " Just right to sit beneath a treel " 

And when skies hesitate 'twixt rain and shine 
He sits, and smiles, and softly murmurs: 
" Fine I " 

In short, whate'er the weather's style or 

whim 
Each day that comes is somehow " Fine " to 

him, 

With the result no matter what may hap 
By day or night he is a sunny chap! 
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NOTHINGNESS 

A world without a future life? I can't con- 
ceive the thought! 

Each human soul the merest clod of claytsh 
substance wrought, 

With nothing to aspire to, with nothing here 
to gain, 

With nothing rising higher than our pleasure 
and our pain? 

Just coming out of Nowhere for a little while 
and then 

To turn and go to Nowhere and sheer Noth- 
ingness again? 

There 's nothing in the notion, and your argu- 
ment, my friend, 

Refutes itself by leading unto nothing In the 
end I 
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MY WILL 

My fortune? Well, it comes to nil, 
But none the less I make my will: 
The earth, the air, the sea, the sky. 
And all the things that in them lie; 
With love, and faith, and constancy, 
And hope, and human sympathy, 
And courtesy and kindliness, 
And all the qualities that bless, 
Wherever found, no matter where, 
Upon said earth, or in said air, 
Being of sound, disposing mind 
I herewith leave to all mankind, 
And hope they '11 use them just as free 
As though they 'd all belonged to me. 






SEPTEMBER HUES 

Now comes September — over all 
The tints of Summer and the Fall 
In gay and gladsome patchwork fuse 
To make a quilt of gorgeous hues, 
The which before the eye is spread 
To tell of joyous days ahead. 
And bring all glowing to the mind 
The lovely hours left behind. 
The gold, the green, upon the trees 
Reflect our hopes and memories: 
The golden hopes of days to be 
Mixed with the greens of memory! 
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THE ASHES OF SUCCESS 



He travels fastest w 



J traveli a\aae\ 

Kipling. 



Maybe 't is true that who travels alone 
Travels the fastest, but what of the goal? 

Who cares for speed when the end is a stone 
Void of the deepest of joys of the soul? 

Give me a comrade, a friend that will share 
All of the sorrows and joys of the chase 1 

Give me a spirit to ease me In care — 
Little care I how retarded the pace I 

Prizes in solitude won, they are naught I 
Loneliness holds all the letters of loss. 

Give me sheer failure in comradeship 
wrought 
Rather than isolate fame that is dross I 
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THE HOUSE IN ORDER 

I admit I am not comely I 
Fact IS I am more than homely, 
But behind my phiz so fey — 
Well, it 's not for me to say 
What you 'II find inside o' that 
Lurkin' here beneath my hat, 
But I Ve tried to make the place 
Somewhat better than my face: 
Orderly, and clean, and neat, 
Sunny, cheerful, fresh, and sweet. 
Beauty's sure worth having, but 
Joy can dwell inside a hut. 
And I 've found true happiness 
Hid within the plainest dress. 
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THE NEW LOVE AND THE OLD 

A certain Sage I know takes satisfaction 
In calling life a " chemical reaction," 
And love "with all its joyous efflorescence 
An " evanescent bit of effervescence." 
If he 's sincere when he shall wed he 'd 

oughter 
Choose for his bride a glass of soda water, 
And be content for pleasures and for 

troubles 
With simple drafts of frothy, sudsy bub- , 

bles; 
And when he dies Into a Heaven pass 
That 's just a tank of supernatural gas I 

But as for you and me, my friend, let us be 

ever found 
Believers in the oM-tlme love that makes the 

world go round 1 






THE LEGIONS OF YOUTH 

Let the young men come 

With clatter and hum, 
And hands for the job that 's to do 1 

Let 's never feel sad, 

But rather be glad 
For spirits so youthful and true. 

New tasks for the world 

Are daily unfurled 
In seeking the ultimate truth. 

New tasks to be done, 

New goals to be won, 
Demanding the powers of Youth. 

So let us be glad 

For the lass and the lad 

Now passing us fast in the race, 
And welcome with glee 
The strengthful trustee 

God sends to step into our place I 
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A FUTILE CREED 

Look here, my friend, with all your song and 
dance, 

And all your " scientific " circumstance, 
In which you try to prove the Universe, 
And life within it merely luck, or worse, 
The whole beginning and its ending pent 
Within the hazard of some " accident," 
Just take the sun, the moon, the stars we see. 
With all their clock-like regularity — 
Can you believe that all this consonance 
And certainty so real are based on chance? 

I don't 

And won't 1 

I couldn't if I would. 

And what is more, I would n't if I could 1 
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SUCCESS 

Met a man to-day 
Who, most people say, 
Is a great success, 
Nothing more nor less; 
But — 
Ne'er a smile upon his face, pallid was his 

cheek, 
And his wan lips quivered when he tried to 

speak; 
Could n't laugh and could n't sing as he 

walked along; 
Children made him nervous with their merry 

song; 
Looked with dark suspicion on his fellow- 
men — 
Thought they 'd come to rob him of his gold 
— and then 

I says, says I, 
As he passed by, 
" If that 's success, why when I dine 
Just mix some failure in with mine 1 " 
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IN THE SERE AND YELLOW 

Now here 's a withered leaf from off an 

oaken tree, 
Escaped from out the sheaf of summer's 

greenery. 
'T is old, and all the green hath faded from 

its gown, 
And in the autumn keen its garb is sombre 

brown. 

Yet when some sportive breeze inviteth it to 
dance, 

How eager 't is to seize the gay and joyous 
chance 1 

How merrily it twirls and gaily pirouettes, 

And ever onward whirls, forgetful of re- 
grets I 

Here 's hoping that In age, e'en as the sere 
leaves do, 

Our feet may trip the stage in dancing meas- 
ure too I 
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EPHEMERAL WOE!. 

What has become of the worries of Noah? 

What has become of the woes of Job? 
What has become of the trials sore 

Hid underneath King Solomon's robe? 

Where are the cares of Charles the First? 

Where the tears that Niobe shed? 
Where are the troubles of parching thirst 

Tantalus bore in the ages dead? 

Where are the griefs of the long dead 
years — 

Priam's, Ulysses', and Jonah's and all? 
Lost in the streams of forgotten tears, 

Dead, gone, and buried beyond recall! 

Gone, O ye Sufferer I Gone for aye, 
Just as your troubles will fade away! 
Peace is eternal, but trial and fear 
Pass to the vales of the yesteryear! 
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A PLEASANT SIGHT 



I Ve seen full many a pleasant sight 
That filled my spirit with delight: 
Green hills, the broad sweep of the sea, 
The flame of some autumnal tree 
Like some great torch athwart the sky, 
The love-light in a lover's eye. 
But none more glad I ever knew 
Than that which flashed across my view 
When, sitting on the floor to-day 
I saw two merry wights at play, 
A grand-dad full of gleeful joy 
A-playing marbles with his boy! 
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FRIENDS AND BROTHERS 

Why folks complain of loneliness 

Is strange to me, I must confess. 

Why, every brook, and every tree, 

And every twinkling star I see, 

Hath something good to say to mcl 

If you would find a comradeship 

That through the years will never slip. 

Be friends with all the stars of night, 

GreSt all God's creatures with delight — 

The breeze that blows, the bird that sings; 

The seas with mystic murmurings. 

The stranger on the highway too 

Is brother unto me and you, 

In that great family a part 

Whose home lies in the human heart I 
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A PLEASANT TASK 

About the nicest task I know 
Is goin' out 'most any day 
To find some feller full of woe 
A-walkin' on his troubled way, 
And if he 's full o' wrath an' bile 
To make him smile. 



Or if perchance tears dim his eyes, 
Because of grief or some distress, 
To help him from his sorrow rise 
Unto the heights of happiness — 
In other words, If he Is sad 
To make him glad. 

There 's many a way to turn the trick 

For human brothers in their need. 
Some pile the humor on too thick, 
And failure waits upon the deed. 
The best and surest recipe 
Is sympathy I 
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THE FREE AGENT 

If trials hard pursue you and your heart is 

steeped in woe, 
Be thankful you 're not Jonah in the days of 

long ago. 
If by misunderstandings you are wearied and 

distressed, 
Rejoice you were not Moses by old Pharaoh 

oppressed. 
If debt and dearth have snared you in the 

warp and woof of dread, 
Be glad you were not Charles the First, who 

settled with his head. 
And if you 're chained to some chill post of 

daily slavery, 
Loolt skyward, and not post-ward, where 

your spirit may be free. 
The limbs of man, his feet, his hands, may 

be enmeshed in dole. 
But steel was never fashioned yet to chain 

the human soul. 
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THE NEWBORN DAY 



If life seems dark, and dreary, and forlorn, 
Just rise betimes and see the new day borne 

Upon the wings of morn, 
And from the pageant of that lovely hour 
Gain courage fresh, a sense of new-born 

power 
To grasp the gifts of Opportunity 
The young day sets before you lavishly, 

All free I 
Thrust woe behind you, and let yesterday 
Its own indebtedness in trouble pay, 
And with the smiling sun keep pace and tread 
The path unto the goal that lies ahead. 
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THE DALES AND BROOKS 



Waste not thme eyes alway on books, 
But seek the Autumn dales and brooks, 
And in their music and their glow 
Find surcease from thy load of woe. 
Or if perchance thy path shall lie 
Where ne'er a brook runs gaily by, 
Where dales are not, stand not apart, 
But contemplate the throbbing heart 
That pulses in the rivers free 
Of hurrying humanity; 
And seek the vales where suffering 
Holds others 'neath its shadowy wing, 
And there forget thine own despairs 
In helping others carry theirs I 
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SOUL-FREE 



Life's millstones hanging round my neck 
May hold my body here in check, 
But ne'er a millstone e'er shall be 
To hold my soul in slavery! 
Where it would soar it soars away, 
Far back, perchance, to yesterday, 
Or far ahead to some fair shore 
The distant future holds in store; 
Into the depths, unto the heights, 
It speeds, and drinks deep of delights 
That seem the greater for the pain 
Of body in the throes of gain. 
Let body moan its slavery, 
And groan because it is not free, 
But in my soul the songs I '11 sing 
With which the Hills of Freedom ring. 
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NOVEMBER GIFTS 

November days with crispy air, 
And nipping mornings come apace, 

And smiling Nature everywhere 
Presents a kindly sort of face. 

Frost-diamonds cluster round her brows, 

A scintillating coronet; 
And from her over-brimming mows 

She pays the harvester his debt. 

The garnered grain she heaps up high, 
Reward for him who 's used her well, 

And Fortune's gifts right lavishly 
She scatters over hill and dell. 

Her treasury she opens wide. 

And bids us share the gleaming wealth 
That lies in view on every side 

In corn, and coin, and rugged health. 






UNDAUNTED 



Once out upon a lonely way 
Upon a cold and wintry day 
I saw a small bird tempest-tost, 
And sore beset by chilling frost, 
Now hither blown, now hurried there, 
By rushing currents of the air, 
A picture full of sad regret, 
That worried, winged thing; and yet 
He 'd light betimes upon some tree 
Where his green playground used to be 
To rest his wearied little wing. 
And there, despite his woe, he 'd sing! 
He 'd sing the only song he knew. 
His note was clear, his note was true, 
And then back to the fight he 'd fly 
Undaunted, blithe, and bright of eyel 








When some rocky path ye tread 
Do your talkin' with your head, 
But when sympathy is due 
Let your old heart speak for you. 
Who knows? Maybe some distress 
Can be cured by foolishness 
Better than the wisest plan 
Ever yet devised by man. 








RAPTURE 

Withered leaves are dancing, 
With the breezes prancing. 
Harvest mows are smiling 
With their stores beguiling. 
Zephyrs swift are chaffing 
With the brooklets laughing. 
Autumn's stars are beaming 
Through the crisp night gleaming. 
Birds are southward winging 
Full of joyous singing. 
Hill, and vale, and river, 
In the sunlight quiver. 
Thrilling with thanksgiving 
O'er the joy of living. 
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THE DAYMAKER 



I care not what the Weather Bureau says 
From this time on I 'm making my own days, 
And if without the tempests roar and spin, 
If so I choose I '11 have sunshine within; 
Or if I need the rain, and skies are bright, 
I know just how to bring dark clouds in sight. 
Though truth to tell I plan to specialize 
On cheery days, with brilliant, sunny skies 
A-gleam with joy, and leave the other style 
For solemn folks who 'd rather frown than 
smile. 







AS TO PINING 



The English tongue sometimes, I fear, 
Would strike a man from Mars as queer. 
For instance, when some people say, 
" 'T is sad to see one pine away." 
They do not know the kind of pine 
That gladdens so this soul of mine 
When I observe it front the ill 
Of winter with its bitter chill. 
Its green persistent In the face 
Of every blast that comes apace; 
Its head held high against the sky 
Whatever tempest passes by; 
And mid the blizzards as serene 
As in the summer, soft and green. 
It simply pines, and pines away, 
And gathers strength day after day; 
And stands erect whate'er may be, ' 
And takes what comes unflinchingly. 

How wondrous fine 't would be, I say, 
If folks would only " pine " that wayl 



AS TO WASTE 



If all the waste were used, my dear. 
Drear want would shortly disappear, 
And not a soul in all the race 
Would stand with hunger face to face, 
If all the waste were used. 

And this refers to sympathy 
And tender, true humanity 
For all the human brood, my dear, 
And not alone to food, my dear, 
if all the waste were used I 

So, who '11 become a granary 

For those that starve for sympathy. 

And fill with food 

The multitude 
Whose souls grow faint for just a taste 
Of that we 're letting run to waste, 

But would be fed 

And comforted, 
If all the waste were used? 
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THE TEACHER 

Woe came to me one day, and quietly we 

talked, 
And when she went her way, my troubled 

path I walked 
Contentedly, for she, despite her visage 

drear. 
Had given unto me a vision bright and clear. 

She pointed clearly out, unerringly and plain. 
Just how It came about that I had suffered 

pain; 
And while she 'd made me wan with trial and 

distress, 
.She helped me start upon the Road to 

Happiness. 

There never was a good black night 
That did not point the way to light I 
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UNBOUND 

Sometimes when feeling close confined 

And shut within a narrow sphere, 
It 's rather pleasing to my mind 

To gaze off in the heavens clear, 
And fancy that the earth is but 

A front-seat at some wondrous show 
Where I may sit and watch the strut 

Of forces marching to and fro; 
And when the play for me is done, 

I '11 find at last a dwelling-place 
In broad fields bounded by the sun, 

The moon, the stars, and endless space. 






A PREFERENCE 

In distant skies the gorgeous hues 

Of scintillating beauty glow, 
And with their glories vast suffuse 

The drifting clouds that float below. 
About me on the city streets 

A drab and sordid prospect lies, 
And everywhere grim sorrow greets 

And fills with woe my watching eyes. 

Yet would I dwell below with these 

Whose portion is but grim despair, 
Not 'mongst tho^e cloudland mysteries 

For all their glowing beauty rare. 
For they 're but cloud-lands, after all, 

Adrift all aimlessly above; 
While here below whene'er I call 

I find realities of love. 
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HEART-ZONES 

I 'vc charted off my heart to-day 

In quite a geographic way. 

When some unhappy comrade falls 

And for a speedy judgment calls 

The Zone called Temperate I '11 use 

In reckoning his final dues. 

When anger comes to vex my path 

And vengeful thoughts lead on to wrath, 

The Arctic Zone will cool me off 

And at my mad impulses scoff; 

And when there 's need for sympathy, 

The Torrid Zone will do for me. 

Thus will my heart in thought and deed, 

And kindly impulse serve my need. 







RELIEF IN RHYME 

When matters go askew sometimes 

I find much help in making rhyrnes. 

For instance, when I darkly grope 

It helps a lot to think of " hope." 

And when the night is black as " ink" 

It helps to think that dawn is " pink." 

When scenes are steeped in misery 

I like to dwell on " charity." 

" Glad " rhymes with " sad," and " light " 

with " night," 
While " plight " and " spite " suggest " de- 

light," 
And as for " jeer," and " sneer," and " fear," 
My rhyming scheme leads on to " cheer." 

Just try it when your days are " blue." 
Your rhyme may show that " skies are, too." 
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THE SECRET 

If we could only understand the language of 

the breeze, 
And grasp the inner meaning of the whisp'- 

rings of the trees, 
I 'm sure the message they 'd impart would 

drive away all fear, 
And bid us be right strong of heart, and hold 

it full of cheer. 



I 'm sure they 'd bid us note how quick the 

storm clouds drift away, 
And how no mist can e'er persist before the 

smile of day, 
And when Life's secret stands revealed in all 

its blessed truth 
Wc 'd find it in the blissful fact of Love's 

eternal youth. 
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FRIENDLY NATURE 

When in my troubles sunny days come by 
I look on them as gifts from up on high 
To cheer me in the hour of my rue, 
And bid me hold my soul steadfast and true. 
And if perchance the skies are full of rain, 
And moaning winds fly over hill and plain, 
They are not added woe, but proof to me 
That in my stress I 've Nature's sympathy — 

As tears, and sighs, 
Of kindly friends show that they sympathize. 
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IN THE DEPTHS 



Deeper than reason, deeper than mind, 
Down in the depths of my spirit I find 
Senses of vast and ungraspable things 
Stirring the soul hke a flutter of wings, 
Filling my heart with a faith in a day 
Far in the future, yet here in a way, 
Blest with the light of a Fatherly face, 
Loving of eye, and a-glowing with grace, 
Bidding me enter of sorrows all free 
Into the home that is waiting for me. 
That is the faith in my spirit I find. 
Deeper than reason, deeper than mind, 
Senses of love, and ineffable things, 
Stirring my soul like a flutter of wings! 
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AS TO RESENTMENT 

Resentment? Nay, my friend — it 's not 

worth while. 
A thousand frowns aren't worth a single 

smile, 
And as for me I have no time to spare 
For going round with a resentful air, 
When everywhere I look I see some chance 
To greet a fellow man with loving glance 
To help him on, and make the road I run 

A brighter one, 
And give the highways dark that he ahead 

That I must tread 
Some of the radiant sweetness of the sun. 
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THE DIVIDEND 



To-day my banner Is unfurled, 

And forth I go 

To scenes of woe, 
To add unto the glory of the world 

By some good deed 

For those in need: 
To dry the tears in some one's eyes; 
To drive the clouds from some one's skies; 
And on my sturdy shoulders bear 
The burden of some other's care; 
And when at e'en the sunset falls 
On distant hills, on city walls, 
In all its splendor, rich, divine, 
Some of its radiance will be mine I 
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THE HOLLY WREATH 

The holly wreath 's a joyous sight 

To cure us of despond, 
And it is made exactly right 

To let us look beyond — 
Beyond the scenes of gladsome mirth 

That all about us be, 
Into those other scenes of earth 

And opportunity. 

The berry's glow amid the green 

Speaks of that jewelled day 
When love whose like was never seen 

Dawned on our mortal way; 
And through the spaces garlanded 

We look upon God's poor, 
And find the path before us spread 

To make His love secure I 
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HIGH FESTIVAL 



Now let the chimes that sweetly ring 

Upon the frosty morning air 
Surcease from every trouble bring 

To grateful spirits everywhere, 
And as the coming of the Lord 

Brought hope of grace to sinners all, 
Let every heart, with one accord, 

"Rejoice in His High Festival, 
And spread good will 
O'er dale and hill; 
And where in darkness some may grope 
Illume their paths with rays of hope, 
Until e'en regions of distress 
Beam with the light of happiness! 
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THE EVER YOUNG 

Let the short days run, 
And the years fly by, 
And the blazing sun 
Speed across the sky. 
What need you care for his path of ruth 
If your heart holds fast to the joys of youth? 

Let your locks grow white, 
And your brow be lined, 
In the swift sped flight 
Of the years behind. 
Why vex your soul as they run along 
If your heart still rings with a youthful song? 

Let the minutes race, 

And the old clock tell 
Of their madcap pace 
With its mellowed bell. 
Age cannot touch, nor its sorrows sear 
' The spirit that holds to its youthful cheer. 
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YESTERDAY, TO-DAY, AND 
TO-MORROW 



How very fair to-morrow looks, and O how 

very dear 
The memories of yesterday to most of us 

appear I 
Ah, well, my friend, remember as you run 

along your way, 
To-day was once to-morrow, and will soon 

be yesterday. 
Let 's keep it fair as we have dreamed, and 

as we pass along, 
'T will make another yesterday all bright ' 

and full of song. 
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WINTER 



When Winter in her frosty pride 
Puts on a lot of pompous side, 

And loudly blows, 
It really makes me want to laugh 
As I reflect on how much chaff 

Lies in her pose. 

The fact is — and a rose I knew 
Last summer told me, and it 's too — 

Too good to keep — 
She 's not a queen of lofty birth, 
But just a nurse to watch the earth 

While it 's asleep I 

A mighty good one though is she, 
And does her duty faithfully, 

Despite her way. 
Were earth to lose her snowy drifts 
We 'd sadly miss the floral gifts 

Of smiling May! 



